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weakness. At long last lie handed back the passport with a
slightly defiant air, and motioned the post-chaise to proceed.
He had already forgotten his musket. It clattered on the
stones as soon as the wheels began to turn.

It appeared that they were near Bohain, a good distance
from Valenciennes and a good distance from, the frontier. It
was half-past seven, and broad daylight still. Fersen decided
to drive on through the night himself and let his hired man
doze.

They changed places. Eersen reminded himself that he had
better take some turn to the right off the familiar high road to
Valenciennes. He wanted to strike the frontier well east of his
late garrison town. But he would not reach it till past mid-
night. Meanwhile, if his luck held, he could afford to stop in
Le Gateau and have some dinner. And his luck held.